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course, for they had neither compass nor log, and their sailing
rig was as clumsy as that of those Egyptian ships which you may
still admire on a roll of papyrus painted in the valley of the Nile
three thousand years ago.
Now if you will kindly look at the map of the Gulf Stream
(there are several in this book) you will see that the Gulf Stream,
after having crossed the ocean from Africa to America, re-crosses
the northern part of the Atlantic from the south-west to the nortk
east in a leisurely fashion, bestows its blessings upon the coast of
Norway, visits the Arctic Ocean, and then decides to go home by
way of Iceland and Greenland, where it changes its name and its
temperature, to travel southward once more, first as the, Green-
land current and next as the Labrador current, that accursed
stream which sprinkles chunks of .Greenland's azure glaciers all
over the northern part of the Atlantic.
The Norsemen, sailing by God and by guess, as my own ances-
tors used to call this procedure, had reached Iceland as early as
the ninth century. Once, however, regular communications had,
been established between Iceland and Europe, the discovery of
Greenland and America became inevitable. Just as a Chinese or
Japanese junk, blown out of its course, must inevitably reach the
shores of British Columbia or California, being carried thither
by the Kuro Siwo, the Gulf Stream of the Pacific, so a Norse-
man, bound from Trondhjem to Iceland and being prevented by
fog from locating his place of destination (and even to-day, with
all the instruments in the world, a fog is a terrible thing), would
sooner or later find himself on the east coast of Greenland, or, if
the fog continued and his luck held out, on the very coasts of the
great land-barrier to the east which those early visitors called Vine-i
land, because it raised a kind of grape from which they could
make an excellent sort of wine.
Now it is well to remember that there have been a great many
discoveries made of which the world at large never heard. The
average skipper has an instinctive fear of making a fool of himr
self before his friends by telling them a yarn which none of them
will believe anyway, and which afterwards may prove to haw
been the result of a hallucination, or of low clouds mistaken fi*